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[ONE PENNY, 


MYSTERIOUS MINSTRELS AT EASTBOURNE. 


“It pains me very much to say that my miserable parent still continues to make a spectacle of himself at every town he visits. 


Why, oh ! why does he 


persist in disgracing us all in this manner? Dad asserts that his sole idea in going on the. mysterious minstrel lay was to rake in enough spondulicks to 
square the landlady, and that he'd no dowbt most people took him for a duke *incog.’ Poor Papa, however, possesses a rather strongly marked countenance that 
scarcely lends itself well to disguise, and though he can behave himself decently when he likes, his manner in general can hardly be described as ducal.”—Toorsix. 


THE MORAL 


(2) We. Milliner’s bill only £25? 
Certainly! Um glad I haven't the ex- 
travagaut wife Jones has. I'm certain 
Jones's wife spends three times thiut 
amount on hairpins. 


(1) She. I expect tohaveanother 
row when I show him this mil- 
liner’s bill, He wasawfully mad at 
He last. I'll risk it and get it 

rer. 


IS OBVIOUS. 


(3) He. Here's a cheque for double; buy yourself another 
bounet or something. She, Has business improved 
since L showed you thedast milliner’s bill! f 

He, No; but I'm alwuys at my best when looking at 
“SLOPER.” to 


TALKATIVE TIMOTHY. 


_——. 


Tim BUCKLEY, we are told, was “reared to the useful 
occupation of a shoemaker ; but leavin his master, he came 
to London and soon found out companions suited to his 
dispositic He and his associates frequented an ale-house 
at Wapping, where one day, being run short of cash, Tim 
asked the lindlord for ten shillings, which he refused, Tim 
was so exasperated that, along with some of his companions, 
he broke into the house and bound him, his wife, and maid, 
Whilst Tim was about this operation the Lindlord conjured 
him to be favourable, *No, no. You. whose prodigality 
makes you lord it over the people here like a boatswain 
over a ship's crew, must not expect any faveur from my 
hands; but PE shall goto another part of the town where [ 
shall be more civilly used, and spend a littl: of your money 
there.” Accordingly, Tim and his companions robbed) the 
house of forty pounds, three silver tankards, a silver watch, 
and three gold rings.” 

A question may arise in the mind of a scepticen] reader as 
to how this speech came to be reported, and by whum ; bat, 
somehow, his biographers managed to get hold of Tim's 
vratorical efforts, and give them at lenech, 

Oue day Tim was airing himself at. lyde-park-corner” 
and met with Catesby, the quack doctor, whom he bade 
stand and deliver, * Quacks,” quoth Tim, “pretend to 
honesty ; but there is not such a pack of cheating knaves in 
the nation. Their impudence is iutolerable for deceivins 


Ee ee 


u3t 


honest, simple people, and pretending that more men were not 
slain at the Battle of the Boyne than they have recovered from 
death or beckoned their souls back when they have been many 
leagues from their bodies ; therefore deliver, or this pistol shall put 
a stup to your further ramblings and deception.” The poor quack, 
preferring his life to his belungings, presented Master Tim with 
six guineas and “a watch to show him how to keep time while 
spending the money.” 

Tim kept on robbing and kept on talking. He stopped the wife 
of « baker to whom he owed a grudge. “A baker,” said he, “is 
& worse rogue than a tailor; for. whereas the latter common! 
caked the cabbige from the rich, the former, Py, making his 

read too light, rubs all without distinction, but ch of the poor, 
for which he deserves hanging more than 1. or any of my honest 
fraternity.” Then, taking from her eleven shillings and two gold 
rings, he departed, 

A pals he fell in with and lectured in che same fashion, 
concluding with, “Come, come, bloodsucker, open your purse- 
strings, or this pistol shall send you where you are sure to go 
sooner or later”; and he left the luckless man twenty-eight guineas, 
a gold watch, a silver box, and two gold rings the poorer. 

He robbed a stockbroker of forty-eight guineas and gave him a 
eermon gratis: but his victim, meeting him again, gave him into 
custody, and he was tried and sentenced to death. He was, how- 
ever, reprieved and nfterwards pardoned, and by way of revenge 
tet fire to the stock broker's house. 

But all things must have an ending, and Tim one day, single- 
handed, attacked a coach in which there were three gentlemen 
with two tootmen attending. Tim's horse was shot under him, 
and he killed one of the gentlemen and a footman before he was 
overpowered. He was then taken prisoner and committed to 
Newgate, and hanged at the age of twenty-nine in the year 1701. 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


SoME TRUE STATEMENTS RESPECTING CERTAIN HORRIBLE 
OCCURRENCES ON BOARD THE “GIDDY GEEZER.” 

No. 2.—Zhe Statement of JONAH SWALLERFISH, more or less 

nable Scaman, 

“TI, J. 8. who have now ploughed the ocean close upon a 
century, my present age being forty-tive, do depose that on the 
night of the horrible and b curdling crime 1 slept soundly from 
first to last and heard and saw nothing whatever, and didn’t want 
to, and am jolly glad. If this is of any use to the parties messing 
about over this inquiry they are welcume to it; if not, let them 
employ it as a pipe-light and be blowed to them, 

“(Signed) JONAH SWALLERFISH.” 


No. 3.—Statement of WILLIAM WHALEBONE, Cabin Boy. 

“1, W. W., mon in. the next bunk to Swallerfish, who, as urual, 
was a-laying on his back snoring like a earthquake. I filled his 
mouth with a handful of cockroaches, said my prayers, and fell 
asleep with a angel's smile. In the night I heard a chon er 
sound, but no other noise, and saw no ghosts, but there was a smel 


of brimstone. “(Signed) W. W. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
ents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose « stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Deo not inclose loose stamps. 


bd T @ 


Not the same, we fancy, JavA; It's a thing that's often done. 
Very sorry, FAG, but ALLY Doesn't know a single one. Over- 
crmeded just at sent, Thank you all the same, J.T. Sorry, 
LEx, we cannot tell yoru; You will hare to pay the fee. 
obliged for letter, Scortix, Splendid, thank you, F. K. Samus. 
Hardly sv, A Faiz ENQUIRER ; They are mostly famous names. 
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“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Cirenlation of any Lllustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
cacepted, post Jree: 
8 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or 2.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiesques and Booksellers’, and at our Agents, 


ALBERT HESS & Co, 
7 RUE DU 29 JUILLET. 
eee 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ha A ifiaue 
¢ Train in 


yith his or her death ina Hailway Accident to 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tesue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Hoxipar” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’S HaLF-HOLIDAY” és published throughout the 
United — every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, eepiring at 9 o'clock the 
Folloring Wednesday morning. 


SS eel 


LATEST FROM THE “FRIV.” 


“Now then, clumsy! mind where you're going!” “Oh!—ah! 
P’r’aps you'd veer the blooming stige to yerself, like a blooming 
primer donah |” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDA?. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No 639.—The “ Dawlish Bathing” Costume. 


TAKING STEPS TO AVENGE HERSELF. 


“ "Ow dare you carry on with Mrs. Ivvins next door! I seed yer 
a-givin’ ‘er a bunch o’ radishes over the garding wall!” 


s\\ 
GONE THR 


OUGH IT, EVIDENTLY. 


The Rev. Biggot. Strong drink is a terrible thing ! 


Professor Grogbloom, 


Yes ; there's only one thing worse. 


The Rec. Biggot. And what is that, pray! 
Professor Grogbloom, A strong thirst, 


OVERHEARD AT HENLEY. 
Florrie Fiddletum (from the halls). 'm awfully fond of canoeing, 


Bertie—I am, really. : 
Bertiz, And canoodiing; too, Flo, eh?—canoodling, too! 


Beet 


ee em 


[Saturday, July 25, 1296, 
ALL A-GROWING! 


Splendid specimen of the Boot-plant (Britanniens Rooterin, 
reac 8 reared in the Mildew Court conservatories, ani 
ease y A. SLOPER, Esq., to the Botanical Gardens, 11, 

lussom has a very delicate ume, 


————oe— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——— 
Seaside Promenade, 

Bandsman, Remember the band, please, sir. 

Distinguished Composer (sadly). 1 will, I will, indeed! I'm rot 
likely to f hearing my own music murd: in the revolting 
way you've done it. “9 

Sunday-School Teacher, Are you eating sweets, Johnnie? 

Johnnie. No, teacher. 

Sundau-School Teacher (with infinite depths of reproach wn hr 
tvicee), Oh, Johnnie! 

Johnnie. 1 ain't. teacher ; I'm suckin’ ‘em. 

ss 


s 
Jones, V1 never play cards any more with that fellow Smith. 
He'll never learn to play ina lifetime ; he won't pay atiention. 
Sharpe. Hang the attention! Will he pay his losses, that’s the 


question? If sv, I'll take him on as long as you like. 
ss 


s 
A Lapy (bidden by “ wire” to zo 
To friends in Scotland ) greedily 
dmpiored her guests to let her know 
ow she night go mont speedily. 


A hare-brained wit beside her eat, 
Who thus made answer rapidly : 
“ Put on an extra cloak, ma‘am! That 
Will make your ride more wrappédly !” 
ss 
s 
First Fair One. 1 do so admire courage, you know. I could 
never marry & man who Was not brave. 
Scoond Fair One (spitefully). Well, dear, he would have to be 
bit of a hero to take you on. 
(And the fireworks commenced with a bang. 
ss 


2 
Tlodson, Littleby is very proud of his wife's cookers, isn't he’ 
He sass it’s » thing to be remembered. 
Dodeon, nes qune ngnt there. [took supper with them sone 
time ago, anu it wae « iortnight before I got over it. 
ss 


s 
Margate Bratman, Sail, sir—eail this morning, sir? ’ 
Tky Lazarus (the broker, absently), Eh—what—sale, did sou 
say! Where can | get a catalogue? 


——99———e 


MY COCKATOO. 
(By Sloper's Tame Naturalist.) 


THE cockatoo is a bird of gregarious, hybernating an! 
amphibious instincts. At least, it he is not exactly that, tle 
adjectives are useful as illustrating the strong kind of words that I 
would gladly use did not the purity of the public press forbid ux 
to swear in print. 

The cockatoo is—well, let it go at that. He is all youc 
imagine, aud worse. This one of mine I refer to. He isa white 
bird naturally, but I have not seen him naturally, for a very lous 
time. He had six yellow feathers on the crown of his head. They 
furmed a tuft or airy comb when he was excited, angry, of 
annoyed. The tuft was generally on view. 

The black cat belunging to my lodge-keeper (she keeps mv 
lodge—or, rather, el my iodgings) stole that tuft last week. It 
took six pitched battles to get it, and the cat lost about eight «: 
his lives in the attempts. 

When the cockatoo first arrived at my mansion he was in chars° 
of a man whom { kad up till then looked upon as a friend. 
Anyhow, he had been in the habit or borrowing money from mr. 
and it is only one’s friends who do that, He brougnt the cockates, 
as [ at first thought, as an earnest attempt to start paylug me back. 
Instead, he paid me out. ; 

I did not mind that bird screaming and screeching at the top 0! 
what my friend called its voice, althongh it only kept up tue 
clamour in what are occasionally referred to as the stilly watches 
of the night. J had no objection to the feathered fiend biting # 
three-coruered piece out of my index finger, when I tried to feed i 
with a monkey-nut. It isa bird’s nature tc bite. This one bit. i 
never grumbled when it threw its gravel and sand and com a 
over the floor so that it got trodden into my Axminster. Mau 
was born to suffer. I suffered and complained not. Until one 
day I got a perch and fastened the beast to the cross-bar by a 
chain which I managed to fix to its right leg. I only lost thre: 
finger-nails, half my thumb and two ounces of promiscuous tesa 
in the effort. Even then I made no murmur. \ 

But when that bird its beak fixed into the hook au 
wreuched itself free! well, I talked then. 1 

Its first proceeding was to pull down the hangings of the mantel. 
With them came a precious pair of Worcester vases, a Drvstt i 
trophy, a presentation clock and half-a-dozen nick-nacks. I he - 
the crash from my bedroom, and down I rushed. Before I enter ‘ 
the room there was another crash, and, upon investigation, | foun 
that cocky had managed, with a simple sweep of his tail, to clear a 
china teaset from a what-not in the corner. me 

I dashed at that bird. _1t flew ina half-hearted, hazardous wir 
across the room and perched on the bookshelf. A little but : 
Milton came and had a look at the floor. The sight broke tv 
bust into fragments—in fact, it bust. ‘ Hee 

I threw a boot at the bird. It made a dash for the window a 
sniled through the glass and out into the square. It perched 
the railings and winked at me. tl 

A man in the street cried, “Will you give us half-a-dollar! 
catch it?” 

I said, “I'll give youa whole dollar if you kill it! os 

In three minutes | was tive shillings poorer 


Saturday, July 26, 1896} 


A BAD CASE. 


“Strike me pink, Billy! I've aiius heard there's more than one 
way of looking at things, but I'm blest if I can see any improve- 


ment in you either way up.’ 


TOOTSIE AT DAWLISH. 


DAWLISsH, a popular writer tells us, “is one of those places 
which, like certain nations, are happy in having noannals. Even 
the lynx-eyed compiler of guide ks, to whom everything is 
history, from a foray of northern pirates to an inscribed pump- 
hanaie, shrugs his shoulders over the meagre annals of the valley, 
and having <ubmitted half-a-dozen erroneous derivations of its 
name frcm the ol-{ Saxon, drops a dozen centuries and you at 

, ny) once in the modern 


and commonplace 
by chronicling the 
fall of a thunder. 
bolt, which broke 
ade ony -po 
early in the present 
re of 
progress 
Dawlish is pre- 
sumably sure and 
undoubtedly slow, 
The Dawlish au- 
thorities are not 
men to be bustled. 
Give them their 
time and wait, and 
you will see what 
vou will see, A 


morance, have 
imagined that the 
season was a little 
D back ward, and that 
Dawlish might, 
with advantage, 
have woke up a 
bit earlier. till, 
there is no know- 
ing. Dawlish ma‘ 
bs bea vortex of wild‘ 
delirious joy before long. If 80, perhaps we will come back again. 
Bar liveliness, however, Dawlish is a lelightful place. There are 
splendid elms, there are fig-trees to dream of, and huge conger-eels 
as big as young sea-serpents, one of which Bob caught and Bill 
made oer of—and uncommonly good soup, too; but what Bo! 
will say when he hears what the flavouring comes to, I can’t say. 

From Swanage we came round here in Bob's awful yacht, the 
domestic arrangements of which are simply awful. The sleeping 
accommodation allotted to us girls is of the scantiest. and when 
packed closely, it must be confessed, we are inclined to be spiteful. 

The crew, man and boy, struck on arriving at Dawlish,and made 
off with a boat. Bob, seizing a speaking trumpet, threatened them 
from the deck. The man and boy responded by taking a snivy at 
a cre “ane from ee more hat be aaih a 

e usual autumnal mutin ou un and you 

may take my word for it, dears it will coniiann, We "isle have 
resolved that we, in future, will sleep at an hotel and dine on 
something besides conger-eel. It appears that the crew struck 
when peremptorily ordered by the tyrant Bob to breakfast on 
tinned bluepoints. We have since inspected the tinned food (a job 
lot purchased cheaply by Lord Rob), and find it to be, for the most 
prt, composed of cowheel, pickled cockles, liver and ignts, stewed 
Jelly-fish, faggots, and minced block-ornaments labelled, “ Pick 
em where you like.” 

The poon dear Dook Snook, who is singularly impoverished 
this holiday, has suggested that we should get up an entertainment, 
but we have not had time to get down our dresses and props ; 


therefore, meanwhile, the Dook has tried his luck on the “Strand” 
with recitations, The results of the experiment were not tintter- 
ing. “The Seven Ages” collection, one halfpenny ; “The Balcony 
Scene from Romeo and Juliet ” (two voices) collection, two oyster 
6 .cils and a dead dab. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S PlLLS 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (so PILLS). 


PULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY EACH Box, 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


Cross Strect, Eastmeon, Hants, 
June 30th, 1896. 
DEAR SIRS,—I find Sloper’s Pills do we more 
ee than any other medicine, IJ suffer sv with a weak 
cheat, 


Youre truly, 
JAMES TITHERIDGE. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
9id. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 
safe, certain, and s remedy for all irre- LAD 
gulurities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difticult and 
OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 

GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, 
No case hopeless, failure is Tk, impossible, 
fat ates Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain, 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn tee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is eepeee 
as one bottle at 4s. Gd. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- 
ually sufficient for any case. 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on re “ here lnyres envelope. IES 

rite pi ely to— 
Mrs, A, 8, ALLEN, LADIES 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, 8.W. 


SddddddddaccossGGeeGGN 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALE 
Are Unequalled. The 


mest effectual on carth. Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6, Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
of a stamped add envelope. 


DOGMANIA. 

It will be rendily conceded that Mr, Dagonet has got it very 
bad, but for talking, worshipping, and otherwise living up to 
“Dog,” old Uncle Tididscarper, who lives in a wild wayside 
rookery in Essex, takes the Spratt’s biscuit. 

“ Mornin’, Uncle,” the traveller who knows him will say, en- 
countering the old fellow trudging along in the sun with enough 
4 at ae noe to stock another Leadenhall Market ; “how's all 
at home, eh?” 

“Oh, pretty slick,” he'll say, with his mind running on the 
canines. “Towser's down with the wu'ms, but I'm keepin’ him on 
eureka nut, so he’ll soon pull round.” 

“Nice lot o’ dogs you've got there.’ f 

* You're a liar, mister! ‘That's the best flock o° dogs this or any 
other side o’ London.” 

“What d'ye think o' the war in South Africa?” 

“War be blowed! [tell yer that there epan’l with the liver- 
coloured nose is the dorg that Bill Scott shot in the hind leg when 
I lent it him to go rabbit shootin’ ——” 

“ Ah, by-the-way, how is Bill Scott?” 

“His eyes was weak fora bit arter I had his ears cropped—not 
as I hold with it, but it’s handier for him to run through the briars 
an’ brambles ; but I wouldn't have his tail off ——” 

“I'm not asking about the dog——” 

“Oh, I see—that there Clumber bitch! Oh, goroo! it’s no 
airthly use a fox showin’ up—'cept to get kotched—within half a 
mile o’ where that bitch is. When she sets a eye on ‘em they're 
flummoxed, 1 did mean to call her Svengali, on’y she's a bitch, 
an’ it wouldn't be apgeoprit Here, girl, here!” 

“ And how's Mrs, 'T. going on?” 

“She's dead!” 

“Dear me! Very sudden, wasn't it?) What did she die of?” 

“ Lost one o’ my dogs over by Southend! Sent the ole fool to 
scour for it, an’ she was out in the rain all night. Caught cold— 
chills—complications—dearly b’loved—no flowers by request! I 
never at the dorg back, though!” 

“ Didn't you?” 

“Not a hair of his tail! We was > prod dorg, too! Why, you 
mayn't b'lieve it, but his brother killed the champion dorg o! Shef- 
tield—tore out his winepipe and rent it likea bit o’ rotten flannel!” 

* And how are the crops looking ?”” 

“Well, the dorg crop’s pretty promisin’—bar that Swiveller's got 
distemper and Prince was bit by a mad cow, an’ old blind Max 
run in under a steam-ro!ler, an‘ Spot, like a fool, follered a penny- 
pieman home from Rumford Fair, an’ bg Bee snapped his leg down 
n plug-hole—but these nine, as you see, is right as rain and could 
lick three times their weight in wild cats!” 

“Well, good day, Uncle, I'm due up in town this afternoon.” 

“Oh, are ye? Maybe if you should see a tikely fox tarrier, or a 
Dandie, or 9 good sheep dorg runnin’ ‘stray, ye might think o’ me 
and put a bit o’ string round its neck, will yer? Thanks, good day !”” 


————— 


ART AND ARTIFICE. 

BILt. WHIFFIN kep’a painter's shop in Gee Street, Somers Town ; 
and, thou he did well in the Spring, in Summer trade went down, 
Whene’er he had to “clean” a brush—as he did many a score—he 
used to rub the blessed thing upon his shop's front door, till you'd 
have owned, in“all your pull,” you never yet had seen quite such 
a Moly Hoses mush of pink, and red, and green, and buff, and blue, 
and crimson, too, and ochre, red and pare and grey and rouge. 
and bright gamboge and—ev'ry blessed colour! 

One day a Hebrew came along and bought of Bill that door for 
six bob and n pocket-knife, and not a stiver more! He took it up 
to Wardour Street, that artful Sheeney did, and sold it for a 
“Whistler” for fifteen hundred quid! 


2 —— — ll 


Semen ca aueeeenemeeeel 


THE LOOK OF THE THING. 

It wanted just two minutes to seven by the illuminated clock at 
the Islington end of the Goswell Road the other evening, when a 
smart young fellow, in a straw Trilby and rusaet shoes—and other 
things, of course ene up toa little knot of cabmen conversing 
outside the Bluecoat Boy, and said : 

“ Which of you Johnniva has got the smartest hansom?” 

It was rather an out-of-the-way question, but it didu’t take long 
to answer, 

“1 have, capt'in,” said one, leading the way to a bright yellow. 
wheeled cab that was drawn up at the kerbstone. “There, what 
price that little lot to run yer down to Sandown Park?" 

“Oh, I'm not going racing,” the young fellow replied, “ nor, 
indeed, do I wish to hire you in the ordinary way. You see 
only want to go round the corner to 178 Duncan Terrace. It 
wouldn't take you two minutes, there and back, but I'll stand 
pence and a glass of ale. What d’ye say?” 

j a = in,” said the driver, decisively; and the young ‘un 
um in. 

“Touch him up with the whip as you go round the corner,” the 
“fare” called up the little trap-door in the roof, and the cabby did, 

And Alice Maude Constance Evelina, looking out of the parlour 
window ag, with a dash and clatter worthy of a steam fire-engine 
at the very least, the cab dashed up, thought how recklessly 
lordly her William Henry did everything, while William Henry 
descended and dropped tive e halfpenny into the Jehu's palin 
with a hauteur that would have knocked the bottom out of the 
best effort of the Duke of Westminster ! 


THE BICYCLE BEETLE-TRAP. 


O! Bixers who bike, 
Whenever you strike 
Some rummily rural lane, 
Keep a sharp look out,“ 
Or, without a doub' 
You'll suffer somewhat 


from pain. 
‘Tis not that through 
le 
You may chance to 
ide 
With some fellow or girl, 


may hap, . 
But that mammoth flies 
May chance to arise 
And make you a Beetle- 
trap! 
Theze flies, it seems. 
Come along in streams 
Whenever your lamp sou 
light ; 


And at that lamp 
They greedily champ, | 

Or they tly to n farther height : 
In fact, they come 
With a wild, wild hum, 

With a whizz-wuzz, flippity flap ; 
And each cycling “ star” 
Makes his mouth (e’er ajar) 

A bountiful Beetle-trap ! 


———— + 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 22, 


RODERICK RUDOLPHO SLOPER. 
Lorx, 1448, HUNG IN CHATSS, 1535, 
From the Painting by W. Oulcas, RA. at Guy's Hoxpital, 


a i 


256 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, July 25, 1896, 


*,° Miss Sloper will be delighted ta yeeojp, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—HERR SA ANDREE. photographs from those of her friends whe 
portraits have not yet been inserted, ied 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


(1) A. SLoPER has heen studying the laws of gravitation lately. — voyage. But would it surprise you to know that [ have anticipated 
Mra. S. came upon him blowing bubbles the other day, and told him you!” “Indeed, it would.” “Well, I have, and shall start very 
that he must be mad fooling like that at his time of life. A. SLOPER shortly.——({3) 1 propose taking as companions the Reverend Daniel 
replied that if so his madness was of the methodical apron. Herr Leno as domestic chaplain, as he is acquainted with the route. He 
Andrée, who propdaes to attempt to reach the North Pole by balloon, — may remain there, possibly, as permanent pastor to the North See 
was interviewed by the Eminent at the latter's ancestral home in Poleans.—(4) Also the Hon. Billy, a fat friend of mine, as ballast ; No. 453.—M1ss MADGE HURLEY. 


Battersea. “Well, Herr Andrée, so you intend starting for the North he can gas a bit, too, so he will make an admirable countermotor. “The memory of her beauty haunts me still.” 


Pole per balloon early next year?” “Yes, I mean to have a try at But come into the back yard and see the machine. (Jn the yard), 

it. My balloon, made of the finest silk, will be 67 feet in diameter, There! You see it is composed of several air-balloons at 1d. each, so " —The Dovk Snook, 
carrying a sail of 888 square feet. I hope to reach the Pole ten hours —_I can cut some away if I find I have too many, and they will act ns “Oh! say, fair one, thou can’st return my love.” 
after leaving Spitzbergen. The car will be of cork." ——(2) “Cork? — messengers having notesattached. What do you say toa short voyage ? —Lord Bob, 
Ah! a very Saat al article. I invariably carry a piece about with me No! Then assist me to place the car on the water-butt and vou shall “ One smile shall reward me for life-long devotion.” 
inserted in a bottle. See! 1 extract it and drink success tu your see metakeatrip. Now,all ready? Shove ott, please!” ——(5) Squelch! —The Hon, Billy, 


McNAB MISUNDERSTOOD AGAIN. WHERE THE DIFFICULTY CAME IN. NOTHING LIKE CAUTION, YOU KNOW 


“ Franky dear, I wouldn't go too far out. 


Callie Conqeonq, Teddie tell dri 5 
deciles film Jou Wie dowel rn in there may be sharks; 1 dou't kuow much 
keep it up? ‘ ubout this place.” 
‘ he Juggina, That's easy enough ; the job is to 

epit down. RESENTING THE ASPERSION. 


TRAIN PULLED UP FOR SIGNAL. 


Bittnes 
Liadbd 


Te own 
(1) “Let me git hame! Let me git hame, away fra’ Beclzebub !” yelped Sandy McBacon. 
=—--(2) And the Elder remarked, “ Did ye ever see sic’ na fol? 1 only threw a bit stane at 


him.”—(3) And McBacon said, “Stane, indeed! It must hae been the Rock of Ages, other- 
wise it widna have raised this fearful bump of veneration on me head.” 


Mistress (to late domestic). Where ate you 
living now, Annie? A 

Annie, Y ain't livin’ nowhere, mum ¢ 1’ 
married. 
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> Fe mee 
CL OKS - Ryclen tours, § 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Each clever shot at Bisley tries To capture some important prize :—Though Harding rowed both well and fast, He found himself tn a 
The latest scheme of Messrs. Cook; Now, then, who for a tour will book ?—The Ancient’s blessings on the pair. yale pigs life rd (lee poreeanig a 
lovers of the game, you know, To Wimbledon in thousands go:—Take my advice, and if you can, Go, see the talented Rehan :—This brilliant Sunction proved 

they say, A great success in ev'ry way—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. ‘ 


“je - Garde aaParky: 


QUITE GOOD ENOUGH FOR HER. 


“Have no fear, Indies, this is not Blue Beard. It’s only Stern Pa. But Mr. Jones can't kee i : ; : F 3 : 
F is i p you in the style you've been accus- “ oa ous 
Be ns Se Seas the Naton ot seer er: ae we tcm to, : ds [tn Meet Gresleered—iotk ie looking 
e fool around the Indina and Ceylon Show. slid Wheedling Daughter. No, pa, dear; but you can! chump — eye-glass — everyone knows the tipsy 
old Sponge.” 


ON BOARD THE BOULOGNE BOAT, (Dodler behind undeknown feels flattered, 
‘nn 


f\ 


eal 
GOOD OLD SEA-SARPINT. Young Precocious, Now then. Unky. a nice dose of brandy newt would Sie 
“Aha! here I am again. I like to give ‘em a look in just abvut settle you. [Aad Unky took it the wrong way and altered “It is so difficuit to know what to put on this hot 


vuce a year, don’tcherknow !” his will directly he landed. weather, isn’t it!’ 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— Se 


GLorious Goodwood! what can we say of your delights that 
has not been expressed time again and oft. Fitting finish to the 


Season's joys, you form a welcome halfway house between the 
departure from town and the arrival at Cowes. Upon your famous 
lawn may the fair votaries of fashion exhibit their gorgeous 
toilettes for the last time this summer; thereafter they are doomed 
to the stern simplicity of the tailor-made yachting serge, or the 
ankle-abbreviated tweed in which they will tramp the heather-clad 
moors, climb the mountains, or “go out with the guns” amid the 
stubble or turnips, Goodwood, Fashion's own sister to aristocratic 
Ascot, all hail! *\° 


THE Moss-Grown Ruin has been Rrecvomaly piesned to confer 
the “Award of Merit” upon Tom JOHNSTONE, because he's a popu- 
lar humorist, “Popular is the word, feyther,” pronounced the 
Cerulean-Eyéd, approvingly, as he cast hie azure optics over the 
diploma. “There's few towns in hire or the North that 
don't give a warm welcome to Tom, and there's few concerts he 
sings at as he don’t bring down the bloomin’ ‘ouse with his fares 
and sketches. For an addlepated old r, you're certainly 
the—.” But it was too hot for exertion, so reaching languidly 
for the nearest marble paper-weight, the Ancient hurled it uner- 
ringly at his offspring and owed him the rest till another time. 
ss 


s 

TNE Oxford is never at a loss for a audience. Hot or cold, 
the weather never seems to make the slightest difference in the 

always eplendid attendance. 
Perhnps the secret is that the 
amusement seeker is so 
thoroughly assured of getting 
i return for his money. 
pin at the Oxford when 
you will, early or late, you are 
gh to witness ao first-rate 
show. 


names from the resent 
rogramme, which also 
includes the sprightly Vesta 
Tilley, of whom our artist 
ves us an illustration, Her 
illy Cha 
capital biz, there is no 
doubt she is as much the 
London Idol AS ever. 


es 

OLD Charley, the Wild Man 
of the Woods as he is called, 
who sells matches and oranges 
of a historic nature to 
char-a- —_ on the Dyke 
Road, Brighton, has not cut 
his hair for — B pn 
When A. SLOPER as hin 
how often he washed it he 
waxed quite indignant, and 
informed the F.O.M. that water would completely spoil his thatch 
Producing an ordinary comb and 4 swall-toother, Charles said, 
“ This is all I use, yer honour,” and ALLY believed him, too. 


= 
WE regret to say that the health of Aunt Geeser is the cause of 
much anxiety to her friends. An eminent ladies’ doctor has 
advised massage, and Alexandry and Billiam Higgins, both full of 
sympathy, have volunteered to carry out the treatment. 
ss 


s 
THE Cinématographe at the Empire now shows a new and 
interesting list of pictures taken at the Coronation of the Czar, A 
lengthy and splendid variety programme is also presented. 
ss 


s 
THE recent Costermongers’ and Street Traders’ Donkey Show 
at the People’s Palace was a féte day for Mile End. The three 
classes for Jennys, Jacks and geldings were all well filled, and all 
of the “mokes " bore evidence of the pride taken in them by their 
owners, * 


THERE appears to be a lot more vitality in On the March than 
was originally anticipated. Most of the critics united in saying 
rather rude 
things about the 
Prince of Wales's 


acres were a bit 
out in their 
reckoning, for 
despite the heat 
Za of the weather, 
f alone enough to 

knock the 


tel core 
tune clever 
iece that well- 

eserves success, 
and that, no 
doubt, will be also your opinion when you go to see it, too, 


McGoosELEY says Charley Warner's D.T. scene in Drink is 
wonderfully realistic, and Mac ought to know. 


eee 
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OTHER PEOPLE'S TROUBLES. 

A FRUGAL little woman in Upper Holloway, who had pinched 
and screwed to save £100 out of her “housekeeping moneys,” was 
sensibly advised by her husband to go down to Lombard Street 
and open a banking account. She said she wanted to, but hadn't 
got the "bus fare. 

A tenth of the world is still unexplored, but it is said that a 
syndicate df dramatic promoters have their eye on it with a view 
to putting up a joint-stock theatre there. 

3 Thames Ditton young man, who started on a fourpenny 
Colorado Claro last Saturday, says it inn't xo much the comfort as the 
experience one gets out of one’s first cigar that counts, He learnt 
enough about the evils of tobacco in three minutes to write a 
shilling shocker ! 


———ee 


IN THE FRIZZLEFRY ISLANDS, 


King Munchee-Munchee (the local native churchwarden—to new 

chosoar al di ‘Um! we hope you not like the other misshunelly wot 

come 

pate ionary. Ah! you mean my predecesson Didn't you like 
m 5 

King Munchee-Munchee, Yah! not bit. Um belly nasty man— 

belly nasty! Um disaglee with eblybody ! 


BUBBLING OVER. 

WITH phrases oo and Cpe quite symbolical she said 
“ Man's diabolical and has of sin a lot of it!" 

She that domesticity and conjugal felicity lead but to wan 
mendicity—she really would have nought of it. 

She talked with smart vivacity about the incapacity of man and 
his audacity to set himeelf above her. 

She vowed with fierce intensity, “It's modern man’s propensity 
runs prmeizally to density, that’s why 1 have no lover.” 

She talked with volubility about the gullibility of man and his 
ability for getting into trouble, 

She said in words dramatical and manner so didactical the theory 
quite dogmatical that man is but a bubble !! 


P.S. (Confidential) It was only about six months after this 
acrimonious out-pouring, that she married a “bubble” worth 
£10,000 ; and if the drapers and jewellers hold out, she will burst 
that “bubble” before January 1897 makes its debut. 3 


ee 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 
No. 9.—THE DEATH-DOOMED NURSLING. 

HG Rev. Benjamin Wangh, interviewed by the Westminster Gazetie, says :— 
. recent disclosures at Reading of the ibted wholesale slaughter of the 
illegitimate child cry aloud for a new Infaut Life Protection Act.”) 

MEEK little mite! weak little wight! 
Demand there was none for thee 

In our populous earth, yet thou camest to birth : 
And what is thy fate to be? 

Thou art rudely torn, in thy life’s dark morn, 
From the breast of thy moaning mother, 

Who her weird must though it break her heart, 
From a shame she is fain to smother ! 


Weak little wight ! meek little mite, 
In a “ Mammonite mother’s” care! 

How the hearts, in heaven, must be rent and riven, 
Of the angels who look from there 

On thine anguish of tears, and who bend their ears 
To the gasps of thy pain-drawn breath ; 

Thou destined to dwell in an earthly hell, 
Till released by a hard, harsh death ! 


Frail little mite! pale little wight! 
Thou art pulseless, and pinched of frame, 

Yet as strong and as | O thou curse-endowed ! 
As the voice that from Sinai came 

Is thy speechless plea, that (if formed we be 
Like the Godhead in heart and er ycbe 

We eapouse the cause, in the name of God's laws, 
Of the weakest of all God's creatures ! 

Pale little wight! frail little mite! 
Thy = has Ee power at length 

Our spirits to chafe, and may Heaven vouchsafe 
That our bosoms may ne'er the strength 

Of their pity abate for thy helpless fate, 
Till the law be constrained to shield thee 

From the murderers fell of thine earthly hell, 
Or to Death, in thy birth-hour, yield thee! 


ee od 
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THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON. 


—~—— 
CHAPTER I. 


THE prospect was not a pleasant one. It was distinctly roc, ; 
the Laenroend and watery right out to the horizon in one ne 
tion, while in the other it was rocky in the foreground, and Ratdy, 
varied by an occasional palin tree ‘, 
in the distance. 

John Babbleton Thomson cast 
his eye over both prospects with a 
sad shudder, and, as he looked at the 
only sign of human life near him, a 
figure seated about twenty yards 
away, he groaned a mighty groan. 

The figure was John Babbleton 
Thomson's mother-in-law, and he 
could have spared her prezence being 
added to his other ry. Hence 


e groan, 
For J. B. Thomson did not love 
his mother-in-law,nor did his mother- 
in-law love him. But as J. B. 
Thomson was the only visible means 
of support his mother-in-law had 
known for many de she clove to 
him with the persistence of the ivy to the onk, and, like the ivr, 
she almost strangled her pagrore by her presence. ‘ 

The mother-in-law of J. B. Thomson had never, in },;s 
memory, been an attractive person; now she was Simply 
repulsive. As John looked at her now, all her stiffness ani 
starchiness were gone. She was limp and dishevelled. Much of 
her usually fine head of hair had been washed away by the relent. 
less sea (her fringe not having been securely fustened), and s0 had 
some of her clothes. 1 up in stately silks, she had been an 
awe-inspiring object of a majestic type. Streaming with wet, and 
clad in a couple of petticoats (one of which was worn toga-wise 
round her shoulders), she ceased to be inspiring or impressive, 

John marvelled why he had ever Seared such a being. 

Nor was he other than picturesque himself. A shirt and a pair 
of trousers are not regarded as an adequate outfit in most social 
circles ; and when these are souking with wet, they are decidedly 
too inadeq uate. : 

Each might have criticised the other adversely, but neither was 
much dis todoso. Their circumstances were not of a kind 
to make them particular. They had just excaped from a watery 
grave, and few people during the first moments of gratitude {or 
eafety express regret at their inability to have brought their 
wardrobe with them. 

For Mr. J. B. Thomson and Mrs. Bryson, his mother-in-law, were 
castaways. They were, they believed, the sole survivors of a 
boat’s crew of five persons. 

The steamer, pe | Jane, from Australia for Bristol. had 
snapped the main chain of her steam steering-gear, and as it was 
likely that it would take about half a day to repair, owing to the 
awkward place where the fracture had occurred, J.B. Thomson 

and another pas. 
ie senger proposed 
to row ashore to 


ak et near 
w they were 
ae aA lying ; and, with 

oe e ~~ thecaptain’s per. 


mission, a boat 


Gr ' 

os > nm low. 

ae fee 

5 ; , sailors had ben 
ee VA a : eS told off to row, 
Zee So At the last mo. 


ment, Mrs. Brr- 
Ron interposed, 
That lady had not read missionary records for nothing. She had 
always suspected Mr. Thomson of a weakness for burlesques 
and frivolous dramatic wo in which the ladies’ dresses were 
more remarkable for their brilliance than for their quantity. A 
savage island would be distinctly worse. She insisted on going, 
in the interests of her daughter and of propriety generally. Aud 
whe wbably theglady was disappointed. No savages had been net 
vy was inted. savage: 
with, cad ake had no peiear to be shocked till, as they 
were rowing outward, the boat_ras on the top of a corl 
reef, and filled with water. J. B. Thomson struck out for the 
shore, ping one of his companions. When he landed he dis. 
covered it was his mother-in-law. Of his other companions he sw 
nothing, and supposed they were drowned. As it happened. his 
companions were quite safe. They had reached the ship by swin- 
ming, +“ as nothing had been oe ig Thomson and Mrs. 
ryson, it was su ey were drowned. 

The repair of the Saucy Jane's steering-gear had been complete, 
and that vessel’s bow was turned towards Great Britain, bearius 
on board Mrs. J. B. Thomson, who was completely prostrated 
by her double dose of bereavement. 


(To be continued next week.) 


——§o—— 


THE WIT OF THE LATE SIR GUS. 


THEY were relating anecdotes in the smoke room of the Saviz 
Club concerning the ready wits of actors, when up spoke “r 
Augustus of the Lane, who said that in his youth, before he wis 4 
manager, he did a bit of barn starring as an actor in the provinces, 

One night when he was playing at Oldham, a half-tipsy coer 
who had been to market and who had blundered into the thea 
on his way home, threw a cabbage on to the stage. “I quic 
picked it up” said Gussy, “ste; beet forward and gently announce” 
that the party who had lost (3 head, could have the sawe 
applying at the stage door.” 


—o————— 


TINPINNY’S LITTLE ADVENTURE. 


(1) The very first morning Tinpinny saw 
her on the sands she had just bathed, and 
her beautiful hair was hanging out to dry. 
“TN speak to her next time,” said he; 
** we're sure to meet,” 


(2) Sure enough, in the afternoon, while 
on the pier, he twigged her coming, so he i ing © 
struck a graceful attitude, and asshe hig husband—went to meet him comit" 


he smiled and went “ Ahem !” 
said he, “she could not have seen me. 


i ¥' 
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3) “I'll wait for her return and then 11", 
Pi 1” Presently she came back with h’ 
the boat. “ Perhaps she saw my smile,’ * 


“Hum!” Mas raty 
he; “I think ['ll go and get a drink. 
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SNATCHER'S PALS. 


No. 18.—Wratz. 

He is always bragging, is Wratz, about how many rats he can 

lish off ina minute. On one occasion Snatcher, who does not 
ike being behind in that kind of thing, did a little boasting on his 
own account, substituting hundreds for Wratz’s dozens, who did 
not question his friend’s prowess. But the other day up he comes 
in a great state of excitement. “Snatcher,” says he, “there's a 
big rat in old SLOPER's dust-bin! Come on! There!” said he 
as they stood together on the open lid, “ain't he a beauty?” lt 
being as big as a Tom cat, with bristles all up the wrong way like 
a porcupine ; wicked 1 eyes, and long yellow teeth constituted beauty, 
the rat was indeed t ly beautiful. “Snatcher,” said Wratz, “you 
shall have a treat; [ ain’t selfish, go in and win!” and shoved the 
trembling Snatcher down into the bin. Lor! how that rat went 
for Snatcher! who howled again ana again 1n agony, while Wratz 
atood grinning above. “For the love of heaven, save me!” yelled 
Snatcher. At last Wratz took pity, leaped down into the bin, and 
shook the life out of the vermin in a twinkle. Snatcher has not 
had « merry time amongst his pals lately, and he's very glad to 
get off to the sea for a cnange. 

THE EnNp. 

—_—_—_—_—_——_— 


A SPOILT OPPORTUNITY. 


“So very annoying, dear! Just as I'd got George away to a nice 
quiet spot, and made quite certain I'd cooked ‘im: a wretched 
nigger came and mang phroegh every miserable comic song he 
knew. I could have slain him, I could ; but George seemed quite 
to enjoy it.”"—Evtract from Dolly's letter to Cis. 


_o 


IT CAME OFF. 

It was night—night at Winklesea—and the silvery moon looked 
down u the lonely beach, deserted now, save for a tall and 
lovely girl clasped close in the embrace of her handsome lover. 

“ Alas! Reginald,” she exclaims, drawing slightly away from him 
| \, as the sound of the hundred 


and thirty-second osculation 
falls faintly upon the eve. 
ning breeze, “alas! Regi- 
nald, that this must be our 
final meeting.” 

Her lover pales visibly, 
even in the moonlight. 
Strong emotion shakes his 
=. frame. 

“Your father is still ob- 
durate, then,” he says. 

“Still,” she answers des- 
pairingly, “he will not hear 
of our engagement; nay, 
more, has forbidden me to 
hold further speech with 
you, and we leave this 
place on Saturday. Oh, 
Searent, is hard, indeed, 


“It shall not be, my own- 
est,” he cries fiercely. ‘“ Lis- 
ten, I have a plan, it is a desperate resource, but it must be tried 
now that all else has failed. In this bottle,” he continued, pro- 
ducing from his pocket a tiny phial, “in this bottle is a harmless, 
yet powerful, opiate. To-morrow you will suggest a final picnic 
along the shore, and will choose the little bay near the Giant Cave 
for your repast. Towards the end of the meal you will introduce 
the contents of this bottle into the old gentleman's last glass of 
sherry, and then propose that he shall smoke his cigar in the cool 
of the cave, while you gather a few shells to take back with you.” 

“But, Reggie I do not see hov—” 

“Nonseuse, love,” he cried ; “notniug could be plainer. Don't 
rou see that——" and here he whispereu in ner shell-like ear. The 
hext moment she had clasped her hands gleefully. ‘Oh, dearest,” 
sue cried, “if you only ould Oh, 1 do heye you will manage it. 

* 


* * e 
“Help! help! help!” 


. 7 * 

The loud and pitiful cries of distress 
floated ont upon the rapidly-rising waters that surged around the 
mouth of the Giant’s Cave, and fell gratefully upon the ear of a 
bright young fellow who, until now, had been paddlin gently 
around the spot. He smiled with satisfaction, and waved his hat 
as if in signal toa girlish figure upon the shore. For another ten 
minntes he lay calmly upon his oars, though the cries for assistance 
crew more piteous each moment. Then hesculled quickly towards 
the mouth of the cave, and an old gentleman, standing trembling 
upon a portion of rock, hailed him with 2 shout of thankfulness, 
Another minute and the rescued man was inthe boat. 

“[ don't know how 1 can thank you, young gentleman,” said the 
old boy, whose temper appeared to have been curiously softened 
by his recent danger. “It's a fortunate chance for me that you were 
out rowing this afternoon, or I should have been food for the fishes 
In another fifteen minutes. neg daughter was hastening for a buat 
and told you of my danger. did she? And you rowed two miles at 
top speed to my reecue? Gallant lad! brave deliverer! how cau [ 
ever reward you!” A 

_Reginald ventured to tell him ; and from the fact that he availed 
himself next morning of a chee day excursion to London aud 
back, to expend his entire available capital in the purchase of the 
customary “half hoop of diamonds,” we may safely assume that 
the uld boy raised no objection. 
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THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


Coores’s Anus, GoLpeN LANE. E.C, 
STuly 12th, 1896, 

Dear Srr,—I am delighted with the “ Award of Merit,” and 
the assurance it contains—that [ am a “Friend of SLoper.” I 
shall be glad if you will let ALLY know that a welcome awaits 
him, and a drop of good “ Unsw: should he feel disposed 
to give us a call ; and, by she e7es you might drop Tootsie a hint 
that the new friend of the family has a much more youthful 
appearance than her venerable Pa.—Yours sincerely, 

ABE GARRETT. 
aioe ees 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFIXS (“GENERAL”), 
CHAPPTUR TWENTY-THREA, 


Mr mist evenin out kaim at larst, and it wos with a goyfull 
hart A sarge kleerin awa the loggers’ teas and havin pth dig 
went up tu mi rume tu ara miself foar konquest. I maid a muast 
kairful and elabberait toylit, kirling mi orlwais pritty hare with 
graseful efeckt, and i garbin miself in the sweteist of the 
taistful konfeckshions in mi wordrobe. Du not think me vane if i 
sa that a thril of pleshir ran throo me as i | es upon mi refleck- 
shun in the glarse. “Elizabeth Diffins,” i sex tu miself, “ Eliza- 
beth Miftins,” i sez, “you'll knock ‘em hard this evenin.” 
Komfortin miself with this sattisfacktory refleckshun i seazed 
mi parrersoul and wos sune maikin mi wai swiftli tuwords the 
peer. I had not bean in the strete five minnits befoar i bekaim 
awair that i wos kreeatin no smorl sensashun. Nairly every uther 


persun i met looked round agane as i id f th 
smiled —— afferbli the momunt tha set i's cco Wee tn 


korld out, “ Hi! Gary, Ware did yu git that hat?” 
“Oh! i say, ain't she ‘em on!” and uther remarx of a simmerli 
insultin nacher, tu wich of korsei ickshibbytid a skornful kontempt. 
Jellowsi, i nu, wos the sole kause of a numbir of feemail kreechers, 
hoo wos sirtenli no ladys, pertendin tu beret with larfter foar sum 
reesin or uther wen tha sor me. “If this is the maners of sivver- 
lizashuns,” i sez, “giv me the kustums of the kanibul islands.” 

About ten minits workin brort me tu the peer, and havin pade 
mi tuppence i wos sune prommernardin amung the uther fare 
wuns, snifin in the smel of the hozone and lissenin tu the sorft 
gered oa eet otis vee ie a 

reemly a u ur g to: 
cod oi] aulaed eat over the wite waist of worters a dean fala ok 
sentymint tuk Loney of mi sole, and the thort of mi lorst, but 
peraad us Alfrid brort teers tu mi i's, and even a tendir memery 
oar mi erly luv, Adolfus, fild mi hart. Orl at wunce a vois at mi 
elbo kaused me to awaik from mi revvery. 

“ A luvly evenin’, miss,” it said, “ nise wether foar the hollerdais.” 

T tu uickli and sor before me a hansum yung man araid in 
a blue yottin sute and kap tu match. He smiled sweetli as mi i's 
timidli met is, and razed his hat quite like the gent. 

ott t as luvli evenin,” { arnsers, blushin under his impash- 
un 

* Havn't i sean you sum wair befoar?” he sez, lookin hard at me, 
foes wosn't at the stait borl or the gardin parti at Buckkinem 

8, WoOs you 

“No,” i replize, tealin flattered nevertheless bi the sergestin. 

“ Praps it wos at Askit or Rottin Ro,” venchers mi kompaniun. 

“ Very likli,” i roa trgrmea it undignified tu sai i had nevur bean 
thair in mi life, “ but i doan’t seem tu reckerlect yoar fais.” 

“ Ah,” he arnsers, “that wos befoar i shavd orf mi merstarsh, it’s 
quite altered me, i ashoar you. Wot du yer sai tua littul work 
round?” And taikin mi arm in his he led me graisefully and 
unresisitibly awa. (Zo be continued next week.) 


ro 


ALL IS NOT GOLD THAT GLITTERS. 
“Tu, Tityre, lentus sub umbri, 
Formosam resonare doces Amaryllida silvas.” 
—VIRGIL's BuCOLIcs: EcLocuz L 
I was doomed to toil with a weary frame 
In the heat of the boiling sun, 
‘alps gers pd the woodlands resound the name 
Of the girl who his heart had won, 
Indolent Tityrus, blithe and free, 
Sat in the shade of a patulous tree ! 


I cursed the Fates with a bitter cry— 
They must owe me some bitter grudge, 

Else why had they darkly decreed that { 
Should swelter, and swink, drudge, 


While Tity: tuning his with glee, 

Mrindavaels cats icet — 

But the aays wore on, till the Fates at length 
I ceased to revile, condemn ; 

Nay, cursed myself with a bitterer strength 
For each curse I had hurled at them 


In the envious time when I loathed to see 
Tityrus under the patulous tree ! 


For, once, as I toiled with a weary frame, 

The thunder-fiends round me crept ; 

And little I dreamt, as I 'ecaped the flame, 
How the love-lorn Tityrus slept, 

Till slain of the lightnings of Jove lay he— 

Slain in the shade of the patulous tree ! 


ie 


WHERE THE FAILURE WAS. 


“Dut why aren't Flora Freckles’s photos a success? Not like?” 
“ My dear, that's just the trouble—they are like!” 


— 


SOMETHING LIKE POLITENESS. 
lustrious Visitor (to Custodian of library that he haa come 
to inspect). How is it, sir, that you have turned all the books the 
wrong way! . 
Librarian. Yt was only a delicate compliment, honoured sir, as [ 
could not allow the various volumes to turn their backs on you. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
THE Lay of the Rudyardese Minstrel: “ Manda-lay.” 
“ REGARDLESS of X Pence,” as the British tourist said, when he 
gave a franc to a Parisian gamin. 


-- — . . 
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BIROS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 
“WHERE'S THE SALT, FeyTHeR?"—ALEc, 


No. 21.—THE PHEASANT. 
“Until the chill days of October are here, 
To keep you in food I'll contrive ; 
But the compliment you can return then, it's cleat, 
As soon as the ‘ First’ doth arrive.” 
—A. SLOPER, Poet Laureate, ete, 


——o—— 


SOME OF OUR CORRESPONDENTS. 


“Mister EpItTEeR.— Dear sit,—Plese send me on ‘Charlie 
*Awkins’ Dare Devil Dick,’ vollyum 2. at wuunse. as we are desirus 
to see who it was as shot the other wun unexpected, which is the 
pint wear the fust vollyum conkludes, Yours troolv, 

“"ARRY CODDIN.” 
ee 


MOVING! 


Ir wanted but a week to Quarter-Day, and the excellent Mrs. 
Mulcahy had everything packed—even to the best chiney teapot 
tied up in a patchwork quilt and the beetle-hunting tortoise 
captured and confined in the big potato saucepan. 

An’ phwhat toime are the vans comin’? ” asked Mrs. McGoogin, 
over the back-yard wall. 

“Noinetothe tick, or l'llnot havethem,” responded Mrs. Mulcahy, 

“ An’ who's to help the men wid the things?” enquired the 
inquisitive McGoogin female. 

anne but meself, Mistress McGoogin!” replied Mrs. Mulcahy 

Vv. 
ars tought yer old man wid have stayed at home the day an’ 
given yea hand.” 

“Och, ye poor fule!” cried Mrs. Mulcahy, pit yingly, “d'ye ti .k 
I'd trust a porter o’ the Londin, Smazhem an’ Turnemover Railway 


to ‘andle df t’ings—even though he be me husbind! Psha! He 
moight t’ink it was passengers’ luggage he was handlin’!” 
OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
ConpucTED BY Lapy Dowpy. 
——— 
EXPECTATION.—It certainly does seem hard, as you have had all 
your costumes made, that the man will linger on and so prevent 


your wearing them. It is just like a man; so selfish, aud with 
no cense of the proprieties! Still, as he is half dead, surely you 
could wear half mourning? 

In a F1x.—You say that your curtains are too small for the 
folding doorway between the two rooms, and that you cannot 
afford to buy any others at present. The only way out of your 
difficulty that I can see is to fill up the doorway until it fits the 
curtains, I saw a lovely arranged arch the other day composed 
of block fuel, bath bricks, and lumps of whiting placed alter- 
nately and gummed together. Bundles of firew: and empty 
sardine tins, in the same way, have a perfectly charming 
effect. The bundles of wood must be eviews? tied round with 
blue ribbon, and the empty tins should be decorated with yellow 
sunflowers and red leaves. The towt ensemble is exquisite. 

ALICE.—Possession is nine points of the law. If it is a real 
diamond, I should keep it ; and though he must, be a mean thing 
to ask for it back, you may depend he will never have the face to 
go to law about it. 

APHRODITE.—The bathing-dresses this season are smaller than 
ever, and made to fit. No fullness at all is peruieibte. Stripes 
are very much in favour, and Messrs, Smithson and Brown, of 
Oxford Street, have a charming selection ; or, if youcannot get up 
to town, they will send you one, beautifully packed in a silver. 
mounted walnut-shell, for 15s. 113d. If you take my advice you 
won't think of trying to make one for yourself in the manner 

‘ou suggest. Serge is nota suitable material, anda yard anda 
halt is enough to make two, if properly cut. 

ADELE.—Golden bronze hair is no longer fashionable, and is never 
seen now in good society. A very peculiar and charming tint 
known as dandy-grey-russet is all the vogue now, and when 
worn with a pearl-white face delicately shaded with carmine, etc. 
has an equisite effect. You can buy it, made up in the newest 
shapes, at Cheveau's in Bond Street and are at liberty to mention 
this paper when making your purchase. 
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THE “F.0.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 429.—Mr. J. B. Lampert, F.O,S. 

“There has always been a certain amount of 
affinity between A. SLOPER and Booze, and on that 
account we feel we need make no apology to our 
readers for introducing to their notice the portrait 
of a prominent member of what the teetotalers 
would call the Liquor Traffic. Our hero is well- 
known on the road, not only as a good traveller, 
bne a first-rate judge uf good tipple, particularly 
‘ Unsweetened,’ which latter qualification _ first 
brought him under the Eminent's favourable notice. 
Chieity because he’s a man of spirit, he was created 
F.0.8., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 
to him September 20h, 1892."—Debrett amproved, 


ae ATTIRE AGAIN. 
ng &s “Havin leftity Bathing togs at home, I borrowed 
Jack's, and with the addition of a few yards of 24d. 
ribbon I brought out all the cameras in the place.” 
(Zhe latest from Little Puddletun. 


5 
f 
A COMPACT 
“ Come in, Charlie, 1’m onty reading ‘The Woman 
! Who Did.’” “ All right, Nellie ; if you tell me what 
A she did, I won't tell the guv‘nor.” 
f 


Angy. Darling! woula you—would you have loved 
me dd the po if we had never met cach other 
> 


Elvin (without turniny a hair), Yes; rather! 


“ And you are quite prepared to fly with me, Letty?” “Yes, Isaac; feel my arm.” 


BT EEE 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
SWALLOWED—AT ANYRATE. 
a! RNY | 

‘a 


(Saturday, July 25, 1896, 


\ NN A 
i => 


G "ace i iewed (3) “ Do you think this can be done with im. 
wy ln or. iva, ran mannered (2) And bling with indignation he panty, rf Do Za lmaoa tha the fo 
Spoonsplash, the poet, to his wife, “I'll make on vengeance ut my * Bloud 
the micersane eat his Vonks (he and Tears a Scorm-tossed Soul ’—— 


ON dear Mr. Spoon. 3 er a services of drinks). “In fact, my dear Spoon- (6) “It appears tome,” observed Mrs, 

® nl Ive deme ee a Geovice. The po may tell you, in con I thought itwasa =s-8&., pened, “that you have been mirth. 

iblic always rush to buy a buok that has —_—smillion pounds toa hayseed on your getting the Laur- ing him drink his words—and lendiuz 
well si Have a drink?” eateship. How they passed you over, | cannot imagine! him no little assistance, 


MEANT TO KEEP HIM IN ORDER. ON THE CLYDE, 


, 
yy 


X-TRAORDINARY RAYS. 


“DEAREST CABRIE,—An artist down here wes 
got to know, wants me to stand as his model. | 
: , asked him what as, and he said, ‘ Venus—merely 
Dr. Sawbones, Good picture of old Guzzle, isn't it? Venus.’ What would you do? Thine for ever,— 
Profvesor Femur, M’yes ; flatters his liver a bit, though. Eva.” 
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